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MY SUBJECT.

Ihave searchied In vain for a subjoos
To whith my 'muse would bo kind,
Many visions grave and gladsomo
Came crowding through my mind;
Rut they bring no Inspiration
To my weary brain or hoart,
No sweot and fragrant Qower of thought,
The sluggish muse 1o atars

Ab, bul yos their is n subjecs,
Ever old yot ever now,
Likea strain of mellow rapture,
Bot to musie swoeot and troe;
Like n glimpse of goldon glory
From the heavonly home above,
Which tenderly thrills in every heart,
The magle ohiord of Jove,

When the dag's bright rosy vislon
Softly sinks 1o twillght gray,
Whaon the el ideen's merrylaughter
Hiished and wonry {s from piay,
Little dimpled hionds are folded,
Voioes tunedl to prayer above,
And the infant ateps am gulded
With a wealth of mofher fove,

Twilight's talntly tinted beauty
Fades to dusky purple night,

Bright the gleaming lomps of honven
Onoe by one appear to sight;

Then the maiden from the cnsontops
Watehes the bright stars nbove,

Dimpler, Blushos, as n footstep
Thrlls ber glelish heart with Jove,

Blowly the night's hours are possing,

Glistening stars have falnter grown,
- & It the moon's soft silver radiance

Shipos mafostio from her throne,

osts upon spnaticnt watcher, ’
With a comfort from nbove,

As she cuses pain and sickness
With her erown of wifely love,

Soft the darlmoss of the midnighs
Chinnges to the marning gray,
And tho rogy flush of sunrise )
Tells the coming of the dny;
Bat the wateher's taske §s over,
For thn #oul hos gone above,
And the dead face ealmly smiling,
Tells the grandeur of Goa's focs,

Thns 1Li6 In Ufe's long journey,
There is need {n every soul
For somo love howeyvar humble,
To mulko life n porfect whola;
And no heart so eold or hardensd
But with love must sometimes bound,
Al the poct says It truly,
Love does make the world go round.
=L. Ellznboth Betts, in Journalish

THE JOCKEY'S STORY.

How He Was Revenged on His In-
human Employer.

I was a jockey, and thoy used to tell
mo, o tolerably good one, but I no longer
vlaim the turf as my profession, or what-
evor you are amind to call it, and on my

* leaving the track this story hangs.

It wns a good many years ago that I
quit—a mere boy at the time—though
my exporience among mon had made
me sopniingly older than ‘T really was.
I was pretty well acquainted with the
ways of the world so far as comes within
tho opportunity of one mostly nssocinted
with horsemen and horses, with their at-
tondant surroundings.

Though but a jockey—in general, a
croature to be kicked and cursed—I was
not unlike many others of the human
kind. I cherished the fecling of re-
vonge, and for months, yes years, had
lived to gratify it. The person upon
whom I'longed to wrealk my vengennce
was the man for whom I had ridden ever
sinoe T knew how. I had waited for the
opportunity for—I can searcely remoms
ber how long—ever since one day whes
I had & brother, a brother that I loved
possibly as well as others who aspired
to a higher niche on thesocial, yes, even
the moral, scale,

Willie, littla Willle, that's what I al-
ways called him, though the others said
“Little BIIL" I used to think I was
more like o father to him than a brother.
e was 80 small, and 1 usad to think ho
oufthtn't to have been a jockey liko me.
I taught him to ride. how to handle his
horses on the track just as well as any
of us—yos, butter, for when he was in
the snddle they would, it scemed like,
strain every norve just to please him,
Yon see, oven the horses loved him. He
was such a quiet little fellow, and so
sort o' aflectionate, thoy couldn't help
it. And I reclion that's one resson why
I was kinder to him than I would have
been had he been o rough fellow—like
me.  When I think about Willie, as we
woro in those days, I always fecl sad—
how proud wo used to feel of each other
when eithdr had won n grent race, and
how overy month we'd get together in
our littleloft and fix up our money to
send homo to mother and little sister—
that's one renson wa were jockeys.
Then the promises and resolutions we'd
malce about keeping away from bad
company till we got home; how wo'd re-
golve to be honest always to our em-
ployer, and not let any body or any
body's money come botween us and our
duty to him; how we used to pot the
nories together, till theoy all knew us
and understood our yoices almost as well
&8 we did ourselves,

But that was all changed—changed in
8 moment of passion by the man we had
served so faithfully; the man for whom
wo had won laurels and fortune, and
whose confidenco had never been broken
or botrayed, or whose commands had
noever been disregardod.

One day Willle losta race—ono that
Mr. Wharton, our amployer, had set his
heart on winning.  He had almost won
it when his horse stumbled and went
down, Mr. Wharton was fuslons.  All
in a passion ho ran to where the two lny
In a hoap, and as Willie was getting up
struck lLim a terrible blow with his
heavy whip, The blow and the shook
of the fall was too much for him and it
wasn't many hours before he passod
away to find his home among the white
etecds of Heaven. Honever recognizod
ony of us, and pagsed away just like he
wis going to sleap,

I was to be avenged.

At lost the time had come. Bver
since that awful day I had remained
with enold e ploye, awalting tho day
whon | should be able to avenge the
eruol slaying of my little jockey broth-

or.
The opportunity bad arrived, and for

It was the lnsk day of the groat racing
soason &% ——, and tho closing day was
to bo tho groatakt of all, the interest of
tho whola senson being contorod upon it
It wan to bo tho olimax of' tho sporbing
senson, and betweon 1t8 suns fortunes
would bo won and lost,

Randall, the horse that I was to ride,
I know was the favorite, and on his vie-
tory heavy odds were offered. On every
tongue wera praises of his bosuly and
awiftness, and on overy hand he was hor
aldod the victor. T knewall this and
was satisfled, for 7 Bnow that we would
do our bost—Randw™ and 1.

“Bob," safd Mr. Wharton, ealling me
agide on the morning of the race, “Ran-
dall must not win. I have played my
fortuno againgt him. If ho wins T am
ruined-—completely, Even the horso
himsolf is on his own dofoat. Now re-
moember,”

“All right, sir; '] remomber,' T aald,
with a satrango fooling of exoltemont
passing through ma.

This was the opportunity I had waited
and longed for. I would win—I wounld
repay him for his eruolty. Eagerly I
ran to the hox where Randall, who was
to ocarry mo to victory and vengesnoce,
was locked. He was truly a noble ani-
mal, almost buman intelligence beams-
ing from his flashing eye, Ofton had I
ridden him, and often had he responded
willingly to my urging. Would ho fail
me this time? No, it couldn’t be with
such little, sinowy limbs, such a deop-
sot, powerful chest, and withal such in-
telligence, he ocould not fail. As I
gontly caressed him the noble croature
soemed to understand that ho was nll in
all to mo thon. Iis playful little neigh
of rocognition was a better assurance
than any other that he would do his ut-
termost for me.

Caressing and talking, I rémained by
his sido until the grooms appeared to
equip him for thoe track. Y was loth to
let him go even then, for there was no
telling what might bo employed to make
sure that he would not win; there was
twonty times more money on his losing
than would buy two of his braed.

It was timo to mount. All about the
stabled was confusion. Horsemen were
gathered in groups talking earncstly on
tho probabilities of the race, somo re-
forring to tablets to see just how much
thoy had ventured on their favorites,
Grooms wore burrying hither and thith-
or with blunkets on their arms and pails
in their hands; a small army of jockeys
engaged In &b animated criticism of
their followers who wero to ride the
great race, while oceasfonally some de-
voteo of tho turf and patron of the book-
maker more excited than the rest, would
rush up for en instant to Inquire after
tho condition of his favorite. Another
asked about the rider, whilo others,
with a knowing wink, inquired it every
thing was *all right.”

The nultitude in the stand was got-
ting imipntient at overy turn. Nothing
was tlonght of or talked of but the groat
race god the merits and domerits of the
horses and ridors, Ladies had thelr fa-
voritss, with ready pin money to back
thes. Neighborly wagers of money or
what not were freely offered and as frce-
ly taken. KEven the littlo urchina that
fought ¢aoh other for places around the
rails, hazarded their nickels and dimes
on the red cap or the bufl jeeket.

About the bookmalkers' offices the ox-
citomiont was at fover hent. Men
crowded and pushed and elliowed their
way to get a glimpse of the latest offer-
ings, and bere and thero the enterpris-
ing sharper would button-hole his prey
and allure him with the offer of o
“stralght tip.” Old rounders oyed their
tickets as narrowly and with as much
delight as o child with n new toy,
Young men that had never befora
wagorold a cent eagerly asked for takors
of bets against the favorite, and money
flowed ns freely as water.

Suddenly there was a moment of silent
expectation, then a waving of hats and
fluttering of handkerchiefs, followod by
a shout that echoed aguin and again
through the necighboring flelds and
woods.

The horses had appeared upon the
track; down the stretch they came
toward the stand to receive their nlaces
from the judges with jockeys sitting as
gracefully and as firmly as though a part
of the animals themsolves, Another
thunder of applause as the announce-
ments wers made,  Thirteen horses to
start and every one of them as swift as
the winds, the perfection of hreed and
tralning, their long, sinewy bodies fair-
ly quivering with excitement. No won-
dor that the vast throng held its breath
when the start was made.

Randall was on every tongue. Thou-
sands of dollars wera behind him and as
he pranced and quivered under me 1
thought agaln and again, “tho time is
come; will he be equal to it?" Itried to
be eool and collected, hut who could ot
such a moment and such a place, astride
of such a noble animal and with thou-
sands of eyes and minds bent upon him
—who, with all these counld remain in-
sonsible to the thrill that pervaded ani-
mals and men?

My hand shook a little and my voice
trembled some, as I strokoed the horse's
neck and endeavored to sootho him till
the drum tapped. T welldknow that all
his efforts would be required, There
wore other horses every whit as swife,
but I relied on his devotion, and thought
that the others might know he was not
to win.

Directly the judge’s voice is heare, In
an Instant we arc off, Randall and I at
the very outer side. Loady Rose led off
with tho spoed of tho wind, just keeping
her white nose in front of the others
that camo thundering on by her side.
For a few soconds I was almost  dizey
with excitement, not knowing exactly
whore I was nor what the chunce. As
we spud under the wire I had caught a
glance from Wharton's eyo. Tt was s
glance that burned Into my very brain
and never for a moment faded till the
race had been won and lost. It plainly
told me of the frightful consequences
that would follow any disoboyanpce of
orders. Ho wasashade or two paler
than usunl and his agitation was plain
from the way in whioh he neryously
wallced to nnd fro ciose to the rail. May
be he mistrusted me —I nover know.

On we flow, the very earth trembling
and resounding boneath tho mighty
atrides of the now thoroughly aroussd

my long waiting I was none tho loss do-
termined
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horses, Gradually I became less con-

fused, though my excltoment grow more
and more Intonse. 1 was o 1ittle behind
a5 wo rushed down the back atretoh,
then inch by inch Randall adyanced te
the flanka of the gray mars on his lefi
around the next pole withont noohange,
every horse panting and steaming with
tho offort.  No whip or spur had touched
my beauty's aldey; bowas bhutlittle nsed
to either, and fross 1o had nover recely-
ed any urging but w strolke on the neok
withmy open hand or o few words of en:
couragement.

“Steady boy; stendy, now,” as wa
nonréd the home stretch on tho finst
half. I had been watching my opportu-
nity, and now a8 we rushed down to the
front of the stand, T dextrously dropped
behind a few paces, and wheeling Ran-
dall noross the flocing anks of the five
or 8lx that had kept the leading paes,
placed him at the pole n length behind
the superb sorrel, Lady Rose, who had
kept her lead all the way round.

The race had but fairly begun; the last
half was to tell the tale; ns we orossed
the wire not a shout came from thae
thousands of throats that belonged to
tho thousands of eyos that were rivoted
upon the flying horscs. Fortunecs and
honors hung on tho result, and probably
livos—who know?

Again we wore nearing the back
ttretch, and still Randall was behind,
Would he fail; no it could not be. Bend-
ing low in the saddle 1 gently patted his
vein-covered neck, o

‘‘Now, Ruandall, now!"

Instantly the intelligent animal re-
sponded to my volce. With leap after
leap—leaps that seemed to sny: 1 will
not fafl," he gained the side of the sorrel.
Another and another, and he was at her
neck, Now, the breath of his red nos
trils hissed and struggled with the
breath from her's. Anothor leap w@nd
his head was in the light. Then sgain
I spoke:

“Faster, Randall, fastor!™

As if understanding tho very thonghts
that burned my brain, he redoubled his
ciforts. Never a spur, never a cut from
the whip, but only a few earnest words
and o fow light taps on the steaming
neck. I turned in my saddle, and saw
flaming nostrils of the gray and the sor
rel.
‘'[Fastor, Randall, faster!"

Now wo are clearly in the lead. Rane
dall's tail is fluttoring in the faco of his
purstier. The wire is only a few yards
off. Will he fail? No, for tho race is
ours,

But what will John Wharton say—
yes, what will he say? What will the
people say? Ah! Iknow what they will
sny. I hear it already as o burst of en-
thusiasm that wakes the echo of heaven
comes to me ns we rush on by, Yes,
what will John Wharton say? What
will the people say—and what will little
Willie suy as he looks down from his
snowy perch above. Another outburst,
then a stillness as if of death. Isaw no
more, heard no more, felt no more. All
isa blank. What had happened?
we lost, or was it the sympathy of the
happy for the unfortunate that made
the silence? T did not know; I could
not understand.

- L * - L

When I regained consciousncss I was
In bed, with o long row of others on
either side.  Thoere wos s painful numb-
ness in omy arm and leg, or the pluce
whero those limbs should have been.

It was a hospital. ‘The doctors told
me how 1 came there: John Wharton
wus standing close to the railing when
we passed under the wire—Randall and
I—on that greatday. We had won; he
had lost.  Witha bound and an oath he
sprang at Randall's head. That fright-
ened him and caused him to fall. Inan
instant the other horses were upon us,
trampling us beneath their iron feet.

- I was picked up more dead than alive
—and this empty sleeve and that cruteh
tells you why I am nolonger a jockey.

And that was my revenge.—Adam Du-
rant, in Atlanta Constitution.

A MATHEMATICAL DARKY.

He Can Nelthor Rend Nor Writo, But Arith-
metie Hns no Seerots for Him.

Sam Summers, the negro prodigy, wns
In town yesterday, and, as usual, enter-
tained a large crowd, who were testing
him with all kinds of mathematical
problems. Summers is a negro, thirty-
four years old, without the slightest
education. He can not read or write,
und does not know one figure from an-
other, He is a common, every-day form-
hnnd, and to look at him and watch his
actions hie seoms to be abont half-witted,
but his quick and Invariably correct
answer to any exumple in arithmetle,
nomatter how difficult, is simply won-
derful. With the hundredsof tests that
he has submitted to, not a single time
has he fafled to give the corredt answer.
Some examples given him were: How
much gold can bo bought for 2702 in
greenbacks if gold is worth 81,05; multi-
ply 507,812 by 18%¢. If a grain of wheat
produces seven grains, and these ho sown
the second year, each yielding the same
increase, how many bushels will be pros
duced at this rate in twelve years if
1,000 grains make o pint? If the velocity
of sound is 1,142 foet per sccond, tire
pulsation of the heart seventy per min-
ute, after secing o flash of lightning
there are twenty polsations counted be-
fore you hear It thunder, what distance
is the cloud from the earth, and what
is the time after seeing the flash of
lightning until you hear the thunder?
A commission merahnnt received seventy
bogs of wheat, each containing three
bushels, threo pecks and three quarts;
how many bushala did he receive? And
g0 on, With Robinson's, Ray's and
othor highar nrithmetics beforo them,
thoss who have tested him as yot have
been unable to find any example that
with n few moments' thought on his
part he is not ablo to correctly answer,
—Shdbyville (Ky.) Lettor.

—A Chinose newspaper has been in-
vestigating the origin of foot-eramping
by Chinese women. The practice {5 of
very anclent deto. Somo affirm that it
arose In the time of the five dynastics—
that ig, in the tenth century, A. D. Jao
Niang, a favorite of Ll Yu, the lnst em-
peror of these dynasties, tied up her
foct with silk in the shape of a crescent
oon, and all the other benuties of tha
time imitaied her.  Tho lterature of '

previous dynastivs doos not allude to the
oustom.
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OLD-STYLE DUEL.

Genernl Davls Doserilon an Eneotnter Te
Ones Mond With & Judigo,

In his racy book, “*Recolloctions of
Misslusippl,” Goneral Reuben Davis
gives tho following acvount of n personnl
onocounter he onco had with o Judgo who
had fined him for contempt:

“My patlence gave way, and I folt my-
solfl in & perfoot blaze of sudden fury.
I hod in wmy pookot o very fine knifo
with n long, thin blade. As I sprang to
my foot I drow out this knife, oponed it,
and throw It point foremost into the bny,
looking stendildy at tho judge all tho
while. My objoct was to induen tho
judga to order mo to jail, and thon to
attack him on the bench., Tho knifo
vibrated, and the weight of the handle
broke the blade near the handle, Gen-
eral 8. J, Gholson and sovoeral othors
ran upon the benoh beslde the judje,
ordered the sherlfll to ndjourn court, and
carrled the judge out of the court-room,
while anumbor of porsons seized me.
® ® * Judge Howry being withdrawn,
prudent men among my personal friends
condemned my action, and appealed to
me to lat thoe mattor stop. 1 agreed to

this, Intending to pass straight to my
hotel, I Baw Judga Howry coma
forward toward the plaoe whore
1 wos standing, I  awalted

his appronch, and when closo to me
asked him if ho had {ntended by Lis fino
to insult mo, Ilo said, No." I then
said I hod been guilty of no offense to
Justify such an indignity, and requestod
somo explanation, He roplied. *1 do
not, sir, explain my offieinl conduct to
any man." Ina moment I had slapped
him in the faco with my open hand. By
somo accidont a claw-hammer had beoen
loft on the floor noarby; heo seizod this
and struck at me violently, while I got
from my pocket tho broken knife and
opencd it. The blow of his hammor fell
upon my head, cutting through my hak
and several files of papers to the bone.

I made another strike at his jugulae

with the cornor of my knifo<biado, This
blow fell upon his jaw, and I seized him
with my left hand by the collar and
pushed my head into his face, He strusle
again with the hammer, breaking and
dopressing the outer blade of my skull
bone but not until I had inflicted three
more cuts upon his jaw. As wo were pull-
ad apart he gave mo the third blow, I
went to my room and sent the Judgo a
message not to leave his room unanrm-
ed as 1 would attack him upon sight.

Tha court met again that evening, I
had put on a fur cap, with the back part
before, to conceal my wounds. and tho
judge wore his overceat, with the collar
well drawn up, to hide tho tokens of
combat on his parson. 1 did not meot
Judge Howry for seven years after this
affair, I had gono to Pontotoe to attond
the Federal court, and was sitting in a
room with Roger Barton and Chancellor
Chalmers when Chalmers was sent for
from below. e coon returned and said
to me: “I suppose, Davis, you caro noth-
ing now about that affair betwnen you
and Judge Howry?" 1 promptly repliod
that I thought nothingof it: that How ry
wos a gentloman, and that our diffioulty
was casual and withont malles. Chal-
mers thon sald that Howry was below,
and would be glad to como up to Bar-
ton’s room. He did so, and T mothimat
the door, and we greeted each othor in
the most cordial menner, Until his
death no two men could bBe more sine
corely friendly than we continued to be.
I shall alwavs bolieve that he wens
down to his grave without finding out
what led to our quarrel that day, and I
am peploctly cortain that I shall po
down to mine in coual ignorance, unleas
he comes back to toll mo.”

NEW WATER DISEASE.

A Baltimore Man Attacked With Hydatid-
eyal of the Liver.

A rare and sgcrious disease, which ia
known as hydatideyst of thoe liver, is bo-
ing watched with groat interest by the
prolessors, doctors and medieal students
at the eity hospital. The patient is o
Gorman, John F. Ioisenbruch, and Lo s
forty-four years ol awe. His disenso is
due to the ova, of a peeuliar kind of tape
worm which inhabits the doy and othor
animals.  The ova find thelr way into
the stomnoch of o man in drinking water
and aro thonce carrled to the liver hy
the blood wesscls, The egp is about
ono-hundredih of an inch in dipmeter
and the parts which develop it are found
in the water on the ground and stick to
the surface of vegotables uncooked to
talce the ova into the body. Tho ani-
muls from these ova, howaver, are not
developed in man. Tho eggs once in
the stomach of 0 man Incroase at an
enormous rate. From the stomnch of a
man they are absorbod by the blood vos-
sels londing to the liver. Here too ova
form cysts or little bags around them-
selves, like the eaterpillar in its co-
coon. ‘When this cyst is taken into the
stomach of the dog it develops into
the full-grown hydatid, which is
oné-quarter of an inch in length with
6 head ono-sixtieth of an inch and hay-
ing numerous littlo hooks and suckers,

Belsenbruch was admitted to the clty
hospltal on October 25, 1880. He wos a
laborer nt the Jeault College, in Wood-
stock, and had complained of a dull, but
severe ppin in his right slde since lnst
spring. Ho had wasted wway ond lost
nearly forty pounds of flesh., ‘The doo-
tors at the city hospital diagnosed hia
caso and on November 14, Prof. Chas. I,
Bevan, in the presence of Dra. 1. W,
Chambers, T. 8. Latimer, W. W. Smith
and John Branheam, performed what haa
up to the present time proved o very
successful operation, Prof, Bevan mado
an ineclsion in the wall of the right
gide of the abdemen, just below the rils
and sbout a gallon and o half of pus was
taken from the man's liver. 'The mothod
of removing the hydatideysts is by
means of dralning the liver, which oper-
ation is of modern surgleal art. The
pain of the patient befors the operation
waa Intenso, the tumor in his right side
having oxtended his liver nearly fiftenn
inches. The great pain weemed to leavo
him after the operation and he now ap
pears Lo be recovering.—Baltimore Lote
tor,

—8tout officers aro unknown in tho
Unitod States ormy. No man welghing
over one hundred and sixty pounds can
‘ol a cavalry regimemt, whilo officors in
tho goneral service are 1dable to bo ro-
ured for obesity. i

BEAUTIES OF A FLAT.

e, and Mes. Nogpe Got Thelr Liver
Hupply Under DIfficulties,

“Those flats ard the nicost things ever
Invonted," said the landlord, ns hoe
showod Mr. and Mra. Bogis through tho
rooms, **You observe the systom of
sleotrio bells and speaking-tubos in the
vestibule,  Well, for instance, your
visitor ealls and touches the bell. You
spealk through the tube, find out who it
18, touch this button, tho stroot door
flics open and your visitor comns right
to your apavtments. No troublo, no
nothing, Every thihg moves ke clooks
work—just as ensy and perfoot us any
thing you ever saw, And here is the
dumb-waitor. Obsorve how nicely this
works, The shopman ealls, goes into
the cellar and sonds your meat, gro-
cerles, broad or what-not right to your
flat. No rroublo anywhers, I toll you,
vou will find it like paradise to live in a
flat,"

Thon Mr. and Mrs. Bogps moved into
the fourth flat and were much delightod
with the prospoot,

"'Oh, there’s the bell," said Mrs,
Boggs gleefully, the first timo it rang
after thoy had taken possession of thelr
new home, *“Do lct mo answer it; it
will be such fun to sponk through the
tube,"

But it wasn't as funny ns sho thought
It wonld be.

“Tho Jones don't live in this flat,*
she callod. “This Is Mr. Boggs' flat.
No, I don’t know where Jones lives.
Read the name plates and you oan see
which is his flat. No, I ean't open the
door for you. You see, L don't know
who you are.”

‘'The idea of that fellow ringing our
bell when he wanted Jones,” said Mra.
Boggs as she came away from the tube,
very red in the face from her exhausting
convorsation through the tube,

She had got comfortably seated when
the bell rang again. Again she went to
tho tube,

“What is it?' she called.

“It's the wash-lady with Mrs. Smith's
clothes."

“Mrs. Smith doosn't live in this flat,"
screamed Mrs. Boggs, with her lips in
the tube.

**Do you know what flat she lives hi?"

“No. Wae are strangers hore."

“If you open the door I ean find Mra.
Smith's flat.”

“Read the name-plates and ring her
bell, suggested Mrs. Boggs.

“I can't read.”

Aftor flve minutes' conversation, Mres.
Bogrgs finally said:

*“I'm vory sorry, but, really, I do not
think I ought to open the door. You
see, Ldonot know you and I might be
doing wrong. Good night.”

Mrs. Boggs sunk into a chalr with just
strongth enough left to exelaim: “Did
you ever!®

As sho sat thore panting for broath
there was a long, loud whistle from the
tube in the cellus,

“For pity's sale, Mr, Boggs, will you
answor that whistle? That ‘wash-lady'
has complotely unstrung my nerves.”

So M. Boggs took a turn at the cel-
Iar tube,

“Hallo,
there?"

*I'm the hoy from tho butcher's and
I've ot the liver.”

“Well, I don'tecare if yon have the
liver and the lights, both. Why don't
you send it up?”

“I can’t.”

“Why can't you?"

“The ‘dummy’ won't work.”

'] guess its you that won’t work,"” and
Mr. Boggs jorked open the dumb-waiter
door, grabbied the rope with bath hands
and gave it a fearful jerk, It didn't
move. Then he gave italong steady
tug. Still it didn't budge,

“Confound you, down thers, What
arc you doing to this dumb-waiter?"

“Ain't doin’ nothin® to it,” piped the
boy.

“Well, do something to it.

what do you want down

Tako an

axe, take any thing: smash the con- |

founded thing loose some way or other,"
But the walter wouldn't work, and
after fifteen minutes of wild oxnspora-

tion Mr. Bogrs commanded the hoy to |

carry the liver up-stairs, a8 thoy wanted
it for breakfast,

After waiting what scemed to Mr
BDoggs a week for the boy to annonngoe
his arrival at the front door by touching
the bell, he sald to Mrs, Boggs, who was
watehing the procoedings with wild-
eyed interest: “*Confound that Loy, I
wonder if he has run off with the Hyer?"

“Just hear that infernal imbecilo,™
he exclaimed, as ho gprang to the tube
and yelled through it at the top of his
voioo,

The boy called back that it was dark
in the vestibule and he couldn’t seo the
names,

. “My name is Boggs” shouted that
gentleman.

“Well, my dear,” said Mrs. Dogpas,
quietly, “what differenco does it make
whether your nome is Boggs, or Serogrs,
or Joggs, so long ss the boy can't sco to
read {17 What you want to do is to open
the door und let him in with the liv-
ﬂr."

"Open the door yourself, Mrs. Hoggs,
if you know so much about it," ex-
olaimed Boggs In much hoeat as he flad
from tho tube. *Open the door your-
self, 1 say, and let that gibbering idlot
come up hero with that liver at his poril.
And a8 for the landlord, who had &o
much to say about this beautiful systom
of electrio bells and speaking tubes, I'11
murder him on sight,” and Mr. Boggs
plunged into bed.—N. Y. World,

Ho Mudo It Right.

A boy about ten years old was yoster-
day observed to drop five postage stamps
into one of tho letter-boxes In tho post-
office, and ns he turned awny, a gentle-
man asked:

“Why did you do that?"’

“To make it all right," was tho reply.

“How all right?"

“*Why, I dropped flve letters in hore
yosterday without uny stamps on. We
do business in chattel mortgages, but
wo never try to beat a post-offico.—De-
troit Froo Prass,

—A resident of Murfrecsboro, Tonn.,
presen.ed a ticket Issued in 1855 on tho
Nashville and Chattanooga railrond the
other doy and rode in u paluce car on
tho same bit of pasteboard that would
have secured him passago in one of the
olumsy ceaches of thirty-four years ago,

~Daptist mission work in Cubn con
tinuea to prosper remnrlably. Thote
aro baptlamy overy woel, and thoe work
s favorod by many of tho ofilciuls and
sducated poople,

—Arohidoacon Farrar says that olvil
nugincering in England is twenty-flve
yoars behind that of Amorion, e dom-
onstrates the sincerity of his bollef by
sonding his son to an American college
for his training in elvil ongineoring.

—A now movement hns boon inaugue
atod In the diocese of Bxretor, England,
in nccordanco with which the bishop
designntes one of the canons of his oa
thodral who shall devote all the time
that can bo épared from his cathedral
dutics to tho advocaoy of the cause of
forelgn missions throughout tho dlocese.

~—A Christian tribs, surrounded by
pogans, has just been discovored in the
heart of Africa. Thoy had never soen
o white man, While their religious
ideas are crude, still they have o priost
hood, the cross and othor embloms of
Christlanity. Thoy are belioved to have
been exiled from Abyusinin about 80¢
yoars ago.

~-The Preshytorians have a theologle
al echool at Saharunpur, India, which
Intely sent out a graduating class o
soven troined native preachers, who are
bocoming pastors of mnative churches
that pay thelr wholo salary. This s the
third class sent out by this institution,
and during the coming year thero will
be over twenty students roceiving in
struction.—Examinor.

—The Russian Minister of Finnnoce
istends to tax the Protestant churches
in the BDaltic provinces. These churches
have hitherto beon exempt from taxa
tion. This is ono of the sorles of re
forms by which the Government intends
te thoroughly Russianize the old Raltic
German institutions and te diminish the
influenco of the German Protestand
clergy. i

—The Christian life means at onoce
mich loss and much more than we usm
ally think., It mcans much less, We
ofton think that in becoming Chriatinng
we must change In evory part, our faces,
our walk, our methods of intellectual
operation. The old man and the new
man are supposed to bo two men as dif-
forent ns beast and bird. Wo forget that
that old man and that new man are thae
S4Me marn.

—A missionary training sohool is now
open at tho Baptist Tabernacle, Boston,
under the presidency of Rov. A. J. Gon
don, D. D, The object is not to intoen
foro with existing edueational institu
tions, but to supply to thoso who are
ealled to missionary labor but are unable
to avail themselves of the usual ndvant
agos, tho hest possible tralning to fit
them for the work which they feo)
God intends them to do.

A great revival in Mothodist mis
slons is going onin India. Rev, B, W.
Parker reporta that in the Rohileund
district 900 adults, all irm Hindoos and
Mohnmmedans, wers baptized the pasi
your. Including children who were
formerly haptized the inerease in com-
municants has been over 1,800, Thore
aro 144 centors of work and 463 villages
in which Christians live, the total mem:
bership being nearly 5,000,

St. Paul; Minn., is to have o first.
elgss manual trelning school; 850,000 has
been approprinted for its ercction, and
the contracts have alrendy boon given
out, There will be engine-room, foun
dry, blacksmithing, machinist, wood:
turning, pattern-making, ecarpentering,
joining and wood-carving departments,
all equipped in the bost possible style,
It is expected to opon the school mext

year with a full complement of 250 pu- "

pils. o
WIT AND WISDOM.

—It is only the spendthrift and profif:
gate that mortgages the future to the
present,

—No one is satisfied with his own for
tune nor dissatisfied with his own wit.
—85t. John Globo,

—Money makes tho man in cases
where the mun has honestly made the
money.—New Orleans Picayune,

—FPerseverance overcomes all things;
but the most persevering liver can not
overcome time.—Drake's Mogazine,

—Coolness and absence of heat and
haste indicate fine qualities. A gentles
maon males no noise; o lady is serene,.—
Emaorson,

—The faults of the world can only he
learned by a long scquaintance with it,
and by suffering from that acquaintance.
—N. Y. Ledgor.

—The man who has dominion over
himself is very great, but even he can
not always control his youngest child.—
Somerville Journal.

—The physical weakness of an ac-
quaintance will eall map's sympathy,
but mental wenkness only attracts his
contempt.—Atchison Globe.

—The man who goes on the theory
that the world owes him o living, finds
it hard to collect even the interest on
tho debt.—Merchant Traveler,

—Nothing sharpens the arrow of sar-
casm 50 koenly as the courtesy thut pol-
{shes it. Noreproaech s llko that we
clothe with o smile and present with o
bow.—Chesterfleld,

—Every nssociation of men requires
for its malntenance the spiritual prin-
ciple of self-renouncing love, and re.
quires it the more; the more solid and
intense its life becomen, —Fromantle.

—A lorge part of the drill of life con-
alsts 1n overcoming hostile dispositions.
Each time we have conquered some ro-
sentment or préjudice we have made a
distinet gain in the way to o well-rogu.
lated behavior.—United Prosbyterian,

—"Thero are two most valuable poss
sosslons which no search warrant can
get ut, which no execution ocan take
awny, and which no reverse of fortuns
can destroy; they are what a man puts
into his brain—knowledge; and into his
nands—skill."

—=8eo that your child nevor leaves any:
task half done or slovenly finished; and
‘therefore givo not too many tasks, saya.
tho Ohristinn Union, Thoroughness 1a
Lthe cornerstone of success. There is no
plico In the world now for smatlerma,
who know little and only a little, of ev-
ery thing under tho sun., There s ul-
witys o honorsble place for those who
cnm do oy liind of honest work in the
best manaer.




